
If you could spend a day with a 
living poet you admire, what would 
you do together? What might a 
passerby overhear? 

Definitely over a long meal (preferably 
dinner) at a heavy, ancient table, 
collaborating on word choices. 



Which relationship is 
more important: a) poetry 
and politics or b) poetry 
and philosophy? Why? 

Poetry and philosophy In 
the distant past these two 
were one. 



If you were able to place poetry in the world where it does not 
seem prominent, how would it behave there? 



It would be engaging strangers, urging them to innovate. 



Where will we see you 
and your work in five 
years? 

I will still be in my 
basement office. My work, 
hopefully, will be 
in many other places. 



Theatres Of 1 



Corn's an innocent city. 
In afternoon's cupola 

a sober canister of flour, 
an education. 
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So, what am I? Ice-chest answer: 
frozen angels, puffs of butter, 

nnoon-shot interior, 
glistens of pickles,dishes 

conning out of cupboards 
one avalanche at a time. 

Four o'clock, 

the hortusconclusus: 

breast of pheasant, leaf-crisp, 
scent of twigs, green-sewn. 

A single spark of turkey 
in depths of barn. 



Black mustard dots potato, 
a bay leaf labors, borderless. 

Sudden strips of chicken 
stick each station. 



continued, next panel. 



rhe Tongue 



a tongue is pleasured 
on red chile-razors. 

Kingfisher's lager dicta- 
barley, water, sand, gold-chance 

to come down cumin's earth 
staircases, shoulder butter, 

polish our skin 
on onion's lining. 



A catch of lettuce, tree-green medusa 
head in the ice-chest, arms length to olive's 
black shot eyes. Pliny at the cliff of sleep, 
gnawing pages and pages of cabbage, 

chicory and thistle, mumbling, 
mumbling, soporific, amniotic, amnesiac. 




No phones allowed. The driver reeks 
of frankincense and has small rat 
hands. I haven't met you yet. 



everything's colder than expected. 

It could be winter but for flowers 

in the water. What's worth remembering 



I 



lies at the edges.The river is cluttered 
with water-striders, ailing salmon are lead 
by bells deep inside.Our porter 



I 



is pouring pinot noir tonight. We will connect 
over clams and rice. Dance in my room 
if you wish, let wanderlust primeval us. 



February's perverse: freezing sun, snow bolts, 
dogs in sky, cut-out clouds, 

the fridge loaded with foliage, 
dialects of anchovy,caper,onion and pear 
(the rose-hued dress dwindles, deceptive, sweet). 



Thoughts of saw-tooth endive, from prehistoric 
forests, Apicius' winter replacement, each Spartan 
leaf pleasing acres of strangers 
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